


Halo:Violation

by theowyz



Category: Halo
Genre: Fantasy, Sci-Fi
Language: English
Characters: Master Chief/John-117, Miranda K.
Status: In-Progress
Published: 2009-05-19 18:03:18
Updated: 2009-05-19 18:03:18
Packaged: 2016-04-27 01:15:07
Rating: T
Chapters: 2
Words: 1,766
Publisher: www.fanfiction.net
Summary: Master Chief is sent to a distant planet to discover the reason for Covenant activity there. What he finds is both a surprise and a threat.





	1. Chapter 1

The Master Chief overlooked the scene.

He was crouched in a ventilation shaft that passed directly above a short, wide corridor. The floors were the colour of rusty copper, occasionally disrupted by the presence of black burn marks, inflicted most probably by grenade explosions. There were many ledges lining the sides of the walls, which were connected to the ground by steel stairs. Nuts and bolts lined the sides of both these objects.

The ledges were occupied.

Chief scanned the area with a slow turn of his head. First he noticed the Grunts. These stunted aliens were encased in sleeveless bodysuits, and had large, triangular containers on their backs. Chief knew these replicated the temperature conditions of the Grunts' home planet.

Next, he focused on the Jackals. These aliens stood waistline to the seven foot Master Chief, and looked like humanoid vultures, with large hooked beaks, filled with pin like teeth, and beady eyes. They communicated by grating squawks.

From Master Chief's point of view, the platoon of aliens seemed to be rather unfocused and disordered. They were clearly bored. Some of the Grunts were tossing their plasma pistols from hand to hand. Others were busy chatting, filling the air with squeals and barks. Only the Jackals remained vigilant, occasionally snapping at the Grunts to keep them in line. The platoons formation was scattered and full of holes.

It was still too tight.

A voice sounded in Chief's ear. It was Cortana, his A.I.

"Forty percent, Chief." As always, Cortana's voice sounded oddly double-toned, as though she was speaking from inside his helmet, yet in his head at the same time.

"Forty percent what?", asked Chief.

"Forty percent chance of frontal assault success. The group formation is too well knit."

"Then I guess we'll have to shake things up." Chief unclipped a grenade from his belt. Pulled out the pin.

And threw it.

The grenade soared in a graceful arc. It landed on the copper floor, into a midst of Grunts, and exploded. The resulting fragments carried with them bits of Grunt flesh.

The Chief had already dropped from his perch in the shaft. As he fell, he punched a confused Jackal in the back of the head. The alien's neck bones snapped like twigs, and the creature crumpled.

Chief's legs had barely touched the ground before he threw another grenade. This one didn't actually kill anything, but instead hurled the main body of Grunts away from each other. The ones on the higher floors could not see what was going on, as the ledges obscured their vision.

Chief quickly spun behind a pillar supporting the ledges, pressing his back against it. He took out his assault rifle and rested it on his forearm. The weapon was angular, with a swollen front end. It had been cleaned and checked, so Chief knew it would not jam. The only problem was conserving ammo.

Cortana spoke, "Sixty percent now, Chief."

"Good odds."

By now, the platoon had regained their focus. Grunts shifted into an assortment of attack formations, ranging from four to six soldiers per group. Jackals pressed buttons on their metal wristbands and energy shields fizzed into existence, their circular shape distorting the long faces behind them. One Jackal snarled an order in a foreign language, and a handful of Grunts began to shift toward the pillar where Master Chief was standing.

Cortana spoke, "They've formed up. Chances have dropped to fifty percent. Might I suggest falling back and-"

Chief leapt out of hiding. Turning toward the platoon, he squeezed the trigger once, and a spray of bullets whistled from the barrel. They passed through the head of one Grunt and penetrated several others in a spray of blue blood. A number of Grunts fell screaming to the floor.

Chief barely reached the opposite pillar before a retort of blue plasma fire sizzled past him. The air was almost obscured by the unrelenting hail of energy, and Chief had to scrunch himself together like an accordion to avoid being burned.

"…OR you could do that," Cortana admitted. "Do you know what you've done?"

"Yeah," Chief said, "I've pissed them off."

The platoon was continuing to fire.

"You certainly have," Cortana said. "Do you have a plan?"

In reply, Chief unclipped another grenade-his last one-and threw it up, over the ledge, and into the middle of the platoon. There were shrieks and squawks of alarm, and the plasma fire dwindled considerably. This was followed by a loud explosion, and a number of Grunt bodies flying through the air and slamming against the wall. Blue liquid spread abruptly along the floor.

"Main force dealt with," Cortana reported. "Finish them."

Chief swung round the pillar. There were a number of Grunts teetering unsteadily on their feet. Chief didn't even waste ammunition on them, just struck them in the back of the neck. They collapsed without a sound.

An alarm sounded in the Master Chief's helmet as a number of Jackal energy blasts struck him in the shoulders. Reacting instinctively, he whipped around and, as his training had taught him, aimed at the small firing embrasure on the left of the Jackal. He fired twice. The first shot hit the Jackal in the hand. Reeling back, it opened its mouth to scream, but never got a chance. The second wave of bullets entered its mouth and exited through its skull. The Jackal fell to the ground with a gurgling rasp.

Chief leapt up as high as he could go. A plasma grenade, thrown by another Jackal, passed harmlessly between his legs. Chief landed on the uppermost platform and thundered his leg through the air. It impacted on a cowering Jackal's shield, and the sheer force of the blow caused it to simply fold with a crackle of energy. Chief grabbed the alien's arm, breaking it in the process, and spun around. The Jackal's frail body shot off the ledge and crashed into the other surviving vulture-alien. There was a loud sound of bone breaking, and the two Jackals slumped against the wall.

All was still.

Master Chief stood on the ledge a few feet above ground level and surveyed the damage. Grunt bodies littered the room, with a few Jackal corpses in amongst them. There was no sign of any higher ranking Covenant members. Inside his helmet, Chief frowned.

This was not the place they were looking for.

"Call it in, Cortana," he said. "We'll try somewhere else."


	2. Chapter 2

Commander Miranda Keyes stared out at the vast emptiness of space, absent mindedly tugging at her sleeve. She was nervous. If the Master Chief did indeed find what they were looking for, it would mean one step closer to ending the war with the bloodthirsty Covenant.

Keyes was aboard the Behemoth-class ship, the _Sydney_, a massive battle cruiser that could transport soldiers, weapons and vehicles anywhere across the galaxy. In keeping with the nature of the name 'battle', the _Sydney_ was fitted with brutal Super MAC guns, capable of pulverising Covenant ships into dust. The armour surrounding the _Sydney was so thick it could practically withstand the force of an atomic bomb._

_In every aspect, Miranda Keyes was safe. Yet, she still felt vulnerable._

_A voice jolted her from her thoughts._

"_John-117 reporting as ordered, Commander."_

_Keyes turned around to find John 117 -Master Chief- standing stiffly in front of her, arm snapped in a smart salute._

"_At ease, Master Chief."_

_The Chief lowered his hand but continued to stand to attention. This reminded Keyes of what he was: a soldier made for nothing but combat, created entirely for war. Military flowed in his veins._

"_Report," Keyes said. Her body was taut as she waited for the answer._

"_Negative, Ma'am," replied the Chief. "We found nothing."_

_Keyes's body relaxed, and she suppressed a sigh of relief. In truth, she was glad they had not found what they had been looking for, as it would have sparked a very violent reaction from the Covenant._

"_Were you sure?", she asked the Chief._

_A different voice answered. _

"_Yes."_

_Cortana materialized on the desk that Keyes was standing behind. As always, the A.I.'s slender, blue body was covered in shifting symbols of computer code, as was her short-cut hair. She was very small, and walked around the desk as though it was the size of a gym hall. She also had a transparent, ghostlike appearance. Nevertheless, Cortana was strikingly humanlike; Keyes often forgot she was talking to a computer code._

"_Poor Covenant resistance indicated the area in question was not seen to be sufficiently important enough to be significantly barricaded, leading to a weaker, and may I say less efficient guarding force."_

_Cortana spoke so fast Keyes had trouble deciphering what she was saying._

"_What?"_

"_The thing they were guarding was a piece of crap," said Chief._

_Keyes hid a smile. "Ah." Cortana and Chief were very different, yet unmistakeably similar. They were a good pairing._

"_Have you found any other possible location?", the A.I. asked._

"_As a matter of fact, yes," Keyes replied. She turned to a keyboard on her desk and tapped briskly. Behind her, an recording flashed up on a wall mounted monitor screen. The display showed the side of a planet, which was a mixture of vibrant blues and greens._

"_We managed to get a satellite recording of this," said Keyes._

"_That's not Earth," said the Chief._

"_Right," agreed Keyes. "This planet is-"_

"_PlanetMass UNK-007," chipped in Cortana. She had searched for, retrieved and read the files within seconds._

_Keyes smiled. "Yes. Officially, it has no name. Most of it is too barren to be called anything but a desert. But anyway, we caught a glimpse of this…"_

_A Covenant drop ship had appeared on the side of the screen, its bright blue colour standing out against the starry backdrop. They watched as its turtle-like shape dropped further and further into the planets atmosphere._

_Keyes switched the recording off._

"_As you can see, they're up to something," she said._

"_A backwater planet that nobody gives a look for their base of operations," mused Cortana. "Clever."_

"_But not entirely unexpected." Keyes looked at the motionless Chief. "I'm sending you down with a task force of Marines. Same objective as before. Find what we're looking for."_

_Chief acknowledged this by a swift salute and a "Yes Commander."_

_Keyes grimly nodded. "Good luck. May you find what we're searching for." _


End file.
